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work in the drawing-room, remarked to Evangeline,  " It
would look better with a cat."
They discussed pet animals. " They make things homey,11
Mrs Butter thought. Dogs she did not like, they fawned
upon you and tried to lick your face, but cats, nice cats, had
dignity. They knew their place. " But they have a lot of
kittens," said Evangeline. " Not the cat / know," said Mrs
Butter. And presently a mitigated young Tom, glossy black
with yellow eyes, reposed upon the Tewler hearthrug and
blinked at Mrs Butter putting the buttered tea-cake on the
brass trivet, which was another of her helpful suggestions.
One afternoon a little later she was kneeling in the same
place, tickling the cat's throat and fighting his claws. Her
crouching figure looked very pleasantly feminine. Evange-
line was in her own room lying down. Suddenly Mrs Butter
found Edward Albert pressing himself against her. " Pussy,
pussy," he said.
She .could feel his body trembling. He slid a caressing
hand down her shoulder and the line of her hips. He gave
her a pat and the beginning of a pinch.
She shook herself away from him and rose to her feet. She
faced him, regarding him steadily. She did not appear to be
in the least excited or angry.
She spoke calmly and almost as if she had had her little
speech prepared for some days.
" I don't want to seem wanting in respect, Mr Tewler, but
if you do anything of that sort again I'll smack you face hard
and-march right out of this house. I've had enough jiggery-
pokery from one man to last me a lifetime. I don't want to
be a bit disagreeable. I know what men are, they don't seem
able to help it, but the less I have to do with them the better.
You keep your place and 1*11 keep mine and we'll get along
nicely. I don't want to make no upset here. I like the
missus somehow and I'm sorry for her. Else I wouldn't
stay. She's awake. That's her little table bell,9*
She stepped round him as one steps round something
unpleasant on the carpet.
** Coming," she cried to Evangelinr.

